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his head bent, he walked at his side. Street after
street they walked without saying a word, but when
they came to a canal, where it was quieter, Floris
began to speak. During this past year, he said, he
had done things so wicked that he dared not mention
them, he was no longer fit to associate with decent
people. He was filled with remorse, and often
wondered how it came to be that he had to be like
this, for he had struggled against it more than his
uncle could know. Werendonk did not ask him what
he had been doing all this time. c We are all
sinners,9 he said, c old and young, rich and poor,
but some are weaker and do wrong, while others
are protected from it. They are the elect. The
main thing is to have faith that one day you will
find salvation. Have faith, my boy, it is so comfort-
ing, and you'll be able to overcome many things
then, you'll see. And if temptation becomes too
strong for you, tell me and I will help you. I'm
the man to whom you can look for help,'
They stayed in the town until it was evening,
because Werendonk thought it would be better to
come home when the neighbours' shops were shut.
Tired as he was, he chose a long way round from
the station, beside the Spaarne, where it was quiet
and dark. In their own street there was no one
about, the lights in the street-lamps flickered in the
wind. As he rang the bell, the blind in Thijs's
house on the other side of the road was drawn aside,